A hundred francs, or else be but forlorn.

Yet would I rather never have been born

Than have a scandal or disgrace, say I.

And if my husband such a thing should spy,

I were but lost, and therefore do I pray,

Lend me this sum, or else I perish, yea!

Dan John, I say, lend me these hundred francs;

By gad, I will not fail to give you thanks,

If only you will do the thing I pray.

For on a certain day I will repay,

And give to you what pleasure and service

I can give, aye, just as you may devise.

And if I don't, God take on me vengeance

As foul as once on Ganelon of France!"

This gentle monk replied as you shall hear*.
"Now truthfully, my own sweet lady dear,
I have/' said he, "on you so great a ruth
That I do swear and promise you, in truth,
That when your husband goes to Flanders there,
I will deliver you from all this care;
For I will bring to you a hundred francs/'

And with that word he caught her by the flanks
And hugged her to him hard and kissed her oft,
"Go now your way," he said, "all still and soft,
And let us dine as soon as ever we may,
For by my dial it's the prime of day.
Go now, and be as true as I shall be/'

"Now all else God forbid, sir/' then said she.
And in she went as jolly as a pie,
And bade the cooks that they to kitchen hie,
So that her men might dine, and that anon.
Up to her husband is this wife then gone,
And knocked upon his counting-room boldly.

"Qui est W asked he.

"Peter! 2 It is I,"

Said she; "What, sir, and how long will you fast?
How long time will you reckon up and cast
2 Peter: that is, Saint Peter.
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